The moftlamentable Tragedie 

That let : it hop a lit'efrom his hand. 

Like a poore prtfonerin his twifted giues, 

And wuh a fiikcnthrecd, plucks itbacke againe, 

So louing lea lous of his liberties. 

Ro. I would I were thy bird. 

In. Sweetefo would I, 

Yet I iliould kill xhec with much- cherifliing: ' 

Good night, good night. 

Parting ii fuch fAecteforrow, 

That 1 Oiallfay good night, tillit be morrow* 

Iu. Sleep dwcl vpon thme eves, peace in thy brealh 

Ro. Would I were (bepe and peace fofwecc to reft - 

The greyeyde morne (miles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eaflerne Clouds with ft teaks of light. 
And darkneftc fleckfed like a drunkard recks; sa* ■ 

From forth daies pathway, made by Tyrant whceles. 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Fnct ' dole cell, 

Hishelpe to craue,and my deare hap to tell. 

Enter Trier alone with a basket, vr, (night# ; 

Fri. The grey-eyed mornc (miles on the frowning 
Checkingthe Eafterneclowdes withftreaksof light! 
Andfieckeld darknefleltke a drunkard reeles, . r 
From forth dates path, and Tttans burning wheelcs: . 

Now ere the fun aduance his burning eie, 

The day to cheere, and nights daocke dewe tO cjrie, 

I muft vpfill this ofier cage of cut s, 

Withbalefull weedes,and precious iuyeed flowers, 
The earth that’s natures mother is her tombe, 

Whatishcrburvinggraue,thatisherworRbe: , . . 

And from her wombe childreOofdiuers kinde, h; i ?J 

We fucking on her naturall bofomefinde: 

Many for many, vertues excellent: 

None but for fomo,andyet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies ^ .-mis 
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of tf{omeo nnd Juliet. 

For nought fo vile, that on theeaith doth line. 

But tothceaithfotne fpcciall good doth giue: 

Norcu^htfo good but ftraind froimhat ian eyle, 
Reuoteftom true bit th,ftumbling on abufe. 

Vcrtuc it felfe turncs vice being mifapplied, 

Arid vice fometime by action dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant liueeof thisweake flower 
Po> fon hath refidence, and medicine power: 

For this being fmelt with that part.chearqs each part. 

Being tafted,ltaies all fences with the hart. 

Twofucb oppofed Kings encamp them flill# 

In man as w;ell as hearbes, grace and rude will. 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Fu'l foone th e Canker d cat h cates vp that P !ant. 

Ro. Goodmorrow father. 

Fri. Benedicitic. 

What early tongue fo fwcete falutcth me* 

Young fonnejit argues a diftempered bed. 

So foone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care keepe* his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodges,fltepevvill neucr lye: 

But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuft braine ( 

Doth couch his limsthere golden fleepe doth raigne. 
Therefore thy carlineffe doth me aflure, 

Thou art vproufd with forhe diftempraturc: 

Or ifnot fo, then here 1 hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not bene in bed to night. . " 

Ro. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine, 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofalml 
%$. With Rojaline , my ghoftly father no, 

1 haue forgot that name, and that names wo. 

FVi.Thats my goodfon,but wher haft thou bin the? 

Ro. lie tell thee ere thouaske it meagen: ; 

I h'aue bene fcafting with mine enemie, 

YVhcre on a hidden one hath wounded me: 

E That* 
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